	WE SAIL  VERY CLOSE TO THE WIND	
village is built about a great place on the slope of a hill.
In the midst of this place is a garden of turf and tall
trees—a pleasant place for idlers and children, as a
summer evening will prove. But though the garden is
long, it is none too wide, and anyone sitting in a car
on the roadway which runs to its right may very
well watch what is happening on the roadway which
runs to its left.
So it was that I saw Casca, though he never saw me.
The man looked pale and uneasy, as well he might,
and stood staring helplessly round in an obvious
attempt to determine at which of the several hotels
he should pass the night. All his assurance was gone,
and when somebody bumped against him, I saw him
start as a felon in dread of arrest.
There was no point in waiting, and so I released the
brake, and the Lowland began to move. . . .
As we slid out of the place, another car met and
passed us, perhaps fifteen feet away.
I think its principal occupant saw me before I saw
him : but neither of us made any attempt to hide.
So, for the second time that evening, my eyes met
those of a man I had seen before.
I cannot pretend his air was friendly. In fact, if I
am to be honest, there was that in his face which made?
my blood run cold.
Jonah drove home as only Jonah can drive. I cannot
believe that that particular stretch has ever been
covered so fast, and^I do not think one of us there
remembers a chain of that run. Hardly a word was
spoken. The way in which Chance had checked us on
the very brink of the pit—surely the most ghastly of
pitfalls that ever six imbeciles dug—was enough and
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